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One 


Author's Notes: 
It bubbled up out of nowhere, ambivalence is sexy. 


"Is that what you're wearing?" | settled my top hat firmly on my head and stared at Axl. We were backstage 
in a room made of painted cement blocks. Nothing really surprised me or shocked me except Axl. | stared at 
his teased up red hair, the eye shadow and his reddish gold eyelashes, the blush high up on his high 
cheekbones, the leopard print vest over nothing, and the black ass-less chaps. He was wearing some sort of 


thong thing so you couldn't see his dick, but Jesus. 


"Yeah," he said, that deep voice that much more shocking coming out of his pretty little mouth. He was defiant, 
his chin pointed up. | glanced around at the others, at Izzy in his skin tight black jeans and yellow leather boots, 
at Steven in his ripped to shreds jeans and white high tops, at Duff in a Ramones T-shirt and that bike chain 
around his neck. | wore black leather pants and a T-shirt, it was about as dressed up as | got. But Axl. God. 


"You look like a girl," | said, and saw the small smile on his face. He kind of looked like a girl, but not exactly. His 


jaw line was too square, his hips were too slim, and of course his dick bulged out of that..whatever he was 


wearing, thong underwear or G-string whatever. Where did he get that? His girlfriend's closet? | shook my 


head, letting the dark curls settle beneath the weight of the top hat. 


He wouldn't change, not because | said he should. He could get beaten up in that getup for sure. Beaten up or 
raped. Following the guys down the long corridor to the stage | could see his white little ass as he walked in 


front of me. Jesus. 


Most of the people in the crowd were too wasted to notice how Axl was dressed, and girls who were sober 
enough probably liked it. Girls got a kick out of guys dressing like that. I'd had girlfriends put make-up on me, 
their hands steady as they applied the black eyeliner. That was okay. Black eyeliner and black nail polish. | did 
that sometimes. But Axl, his teased up hair accentuating his already feminine features, those revealing pants. 
Other guys in bands dressed like that, but when Axl did it | felt something twist inside my stomach, | felt 
something being pulled toward him. | didn't want to feel that. Why couldn't he wear jeans and T-shirts like the 
rest of us? Why couldn't he let his hair hang straight down his back and not wear make-up and look like a boy 


for once? 


| forgot about Axl while | concentrated on the notes, letting each one follow the last to create the pictures | 
saw in my head. The noise of the crowd filled my vision, it was different colors of sound undulating around and 
through the notes of the guitar. | could sense them moving, bouncing up and down all at once. Axl leaned over 
the edge of the stage, touching every hand he could, and all those hands looked like white starfish coming up 


from the sea 


He leaned against me, and | could feel the line of his lean body, the solidness of his ribcage and the jutting 
bones of his hips. | heard the growl in his throat as he leaned his head back, holding onto me to anchor him to 
the stage. His make-up ran with his sweat, little lines of purple and pink running down his cheeks, revealing the 


boy beneath. 


When our set was done we stuck around to have a few drinks, and | watched Axl's throat as he took a long 
swallow of his beer. That was his instrument, that throat. It was pale white, the Adam's apple very prominent, 


moving as he swallowed. | knew how my tanned fingers would look against it. 


| wrapped my hand around a solid shot glass of whiskey and watched him set his beer bottle on the bar. He 
started to walk away, toward the little hallway that led to the bathrooms and | slipped off my barstool to 
follow him. The whole club was dark around us, bodies moving against each other, voices lost in the cacophony 


of the band that was playing on stage. 


| saw that white little ass in front of me and my long strides brought me closer quicker until | was close 
enough to touch his shoulder and spin him around. He gazed at me calmly, the make-up mostly gone, his hair 


falling limp over his forehead. | knew that bugged him and | watched him brush it away. 


"Hey," | said, backing him up against the wall. There was graffiti in silver spray paint behind his head, streaks 


of silver. lf it was words | was too close to tell what it said. 


"What?" he said in his deep, defiant voice. This close to him | could see the color of his eyes under the gold 


lashes, sea green | wanted him in that moment more than | had ever wanted any girl. 


| didn't answer, instead | leaned in against him and kissed him, forcing him to respond, his mouth opening 
beneath the pressure | applied. | could feel him slightly struggling as | pinned him up against the wall. | tugged 
on his hair, that sticky hair-sprayed mess of red strands, tugged it to make him tilt his head back more. | was 
afraid to stop kissing him, afraid he'd punch me square in my jaw. | would deserve it. 


| pulled away, breathing hard, staring down at him. He wasn't looking at me, he was looking off to the side. | saw 
how his chest heaved beneath the leopard print vest. 


"Axl, look at me," | said, my voice meaner than | had intended it to be. He dragged his gaze to my face and | 
was startled to see so many things in his eyes. Lust and shame and anger and confusion, and he stood straight 
against the wall | had trapped him against. 


People were going by us, a constant stream of people to the two bathrooms and the kitchen beyond. They 
brushed up against me and shoved into me and that pushed me into Axl, our thighs touching for that moment 
that the other person pressed me up against him. 


"Axl," | said, my tone softer, and the things | saw in his eyes fought with each other until confusion was the 
dominant one. | put one hand on the back of his neck and leaned into him again, kissing him, holding his neck so 


he couldn't back away. My other hand slid down to his ass, naked in those leather pants. 


